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Author's Notes: 

This was inspired by Savslasher\'s \"From A Dying Rose\". | love this story and it\'s definitely in my top ten 
favourites. It didn\'t turn out quite how | expected it to but oh well. Please excuse any spelling mistakes. I\'m 
writing this on my other half\'s tiny laptop (half size keys!). 


It was a quiet night in the Hellhouse with everyone bar Axl out and about. Like the creatures of the night that 
they were, they had scattered into the night the second the sun had set. Not that Axl minded. He wanted 
some quality alone time. Digging around behind the couch he pulled out a crumpled paper bag. Tipping it up, a 
black video tape slid out into his waiting hand. A malevolent smirk twisted Axl's lips as he read the hand 
scrawled sticker on the top of the tape. Praying For Freedom. They might not be able to afford cable but they 
had discovered ways to get hold of porn. Axl had been looking for this particular tape for a while. It was 
reported to be harder and more vicious than most porn, which was why he'd had to trawl the underground 
black market for it. It was the Holy Grail of porn and now it was his. Axl had a moment of silence to imagine 
what was etched onto the tape that was in his hands. Images of depravity and wickedness floated through his 
mind and his smile widened. Crawling across the threadbare carpet, Axl slid the tape into the battered VCR and 


clicked the television on. His heart gave a little jump as static crackled across the screen Slowly the picture 


came into focus and Axl felt his breath catch in his throat. The camera panned to show a dark dungeon, a 
variety of apparatus on show. Heavy metal rings hung from the walls and a padded saw horse stood to the 
right of the frame. Axl felt himself smirk: a rape rack. He'd heard about them but never seen one. His heart 
missed a beat. Trepidation? Axl just kept smirking and felt a stirring in his pants. Not in the slightest. He just 
wanted to see someone in pain, someone screaming, bleeding and begging. 


To the left of the frame stood a wooden table filled with whips, birches and other instruments of torture. Out 
of frame there was the sound of a heavy door opening. A tall, well built man walked in, shirtless and with long 
blonde hair tied into his neck. His eyes were hidden behind mirrored, wrap-around sunglasses. Leather trousers 


clung to his legs and the muscles in his back moved as bent to examine the equipment. 


Axl noticed that he was unconsciously squeezing the erection in his pants. He let out a low moan, anticipation 
building. Turning his attention back to the TV, he slowly undid his jeans and stuffed his hand inside, another 


moan escaping from his throat as he wrapped his hand around his shaft. 


The man had finished examining the equipment and was standing, hands clasped behind his back, waiting. Off 
frame, the door creaked again and a woman, dressed entirely in black leather, walked in. Axl grinned and pumped 
harder at his erection. She was buxom and blonde and looked just like the kind of slut that would enjoy being 
tortured. But then someone else joined them in the frame and Axl realised that the woman had led them in. 
Axl's heart skipped a beat as the camera pulled back to reveal a pale, skinny male body. Their head hung 
forward, long, messy brown hair hiding their face. Their slender arms were stretched in front of them, thick 
leather cuffs attaching their wrists to a lead. Another trailed from what Axl could only assume was a collar 
around the man's neck. The blonde man took the leads from the woman and gestured for her to leave. As the 
door slammed shut, the blonde man jerked on the leads. The slender man, his face still hidden stumbled 


forward, stopping only inches from the taller man. 


Axl grinned and began to stroke his cock again. It didn't matter whether they were male or female, someone 


was still going to get hurt for his viewing pleasure. 

"What's your name?" The blonde man's voice was powerful without the need for shouting. 
The smaller man mumbled, inaudible, his hair moving as he spoke. 

"Louder!" The larger man raised his voice slightly. 


He grabbed the lead at its clasp and jerked it upwards, causing the messy dark hair to fall away from the 


other man's face. 


Axl's breath hitched in his throat and his hand froze on his cock. The dark haired man's face was finely boned 


and deep brown eyes looked around the dungeon, terror clearly visible in them. 


Heart in his mouth, Axl crawled towards the TV and reached out a shaking hand to the flickering image. 


"Izzy?" His voice was low, mouth dry, barely able to form his friend's name. 

The blonde man roughly pulled on the lead again, forcing the small man's head to an uncomfortable angle. 
"| said, what is your name?" The voice was gruff, almost a growl. 

And then it came, the still, small voice. 

"zy! 


Axl fell back onto his haunches, jaw open, his erection waning. Questions ran through his mind. How? Why? Was 
this what Izzy had resorted to to pay the bills? In his faint reflection on the TV screen, Axl noticed that he 
looked as shocked as Izzy did. Had Izzy signed up for something and not known the consequences? But, like 


watching a car crash on the freeway, Axl couldn't pull his eyes away. The sadistic streak in him wanted to 


watch, wanted to see what happened to his childhood friend. 


The blonde man had unclipped the lead from the cuffs and Izzy's arms were now stretched high above his 
head, attached to one of the rings in the wall. His head hung forward, baring his lean back and shoulders. In a 
blur, the blonde man brought a cat o' nine tails down onto the unblemished skin of Izzy's back. Axl found 
himself flinching as Izzy tensed and cried out. Red welts slowly formed and Izzy trembled as the man pulled 


back and did it again. 


Never moving from his position, Axl found himself letting out a little whimper as blood began to well up in the 


wounds. 


Again and again the toughened leather snapped against the pale skin, cutting into it. Every time, Izzy tensed and 
trembled, painful cries and howls flowing from the television's speaker. Again and again Axl flinched at the 


sound. 

Yet he couldn't stop watching, couldn't stop looking at the blood which stained Izzy's perfect skin Couldn't stop 
listening to the wounded cries that his friend made. Axl was aware that his knees had become numb from 
kneeling but he couldn't move, frozen to the floor in front of the TV. 

Eventually, the torturer, as Axl had come to call the blonde haired man, put the whip down. He grabbed a 
handful of Izzy's hair and pulled his head back. Izzy's eyes had dilated to black and were glazed but Axl noticed 
that he hadn't cried. As bad as he felt for watching the mutilation of his best friend a tiny part of him had 
wanted to see Izzy cry. 

"Why are you here?" There wasn't an ounce of compassion in the deep voice. 


Izzy didn't reply, his eyes rolling back into his head. The man yanked on the brown hair causing Izzy to cry out. 


"Answer me!" 


"Drug dealing," came the quiet reply. 
Axl fell back against the couch, hand against his mouth. 
"Holy fuckin’ shit." His voice was as quiet as Izzy's. 


What was this sick video? Was it some kind of police prevention video? He didn't have time to think as the man 
threw Izzy's head against the wall, the sound of bone on stone causing Axl to flinch. 


The torturer ran a hand down Izzy's bloodstained back, smearing blood and causing Izzy to quiver and moon. 


The camera followed as he stroked and cupped Izzy's bottom. 

"You have a beautiful ass." The voice had changed to a purr. 

Axl watched as Izzy relaxed, seeming to enjoy the gentle touch. He couldn't help but admire Izzy's ass. It was 
pale and smooth and he wondered how it felt. Axl felt his cock stir as he watched the torturer slide a finger 
down Izzy's crack. He heard himself purr as Izzy arched his back to the touch, the drying blood cracking and 
flaking. 

Axl found himself crawling back towards the television, his hand back around his cock. Never in a million years 
did he think that he'd be wanking over the image of his friend being violated. Nor did he think he'd ever be 
wanking over the image of a man being violated. It seemed so wrong yet, oddly, it didn't freak him out as much 
as he thought it would. 

Kneeling a foot or so from the screen, he heard Izzy moan as a finger slid into him. He watched as Izzy tensed 
his muscles and let out a whimper, the finger obviously brushing his prostate. Axl tightened his grip around 
his cock, wondering if Izzy had been as hard as he was now. 


"Please." The voice was low and dripping with lust, a change from the pained wails of earlier. 


The camera panned up to show the torturer, his free hand wound back into Izzy's hair, pulling his head to face 


him. 

"What?" 

"More" 

Axl wondered if Izzy had done this before. Wondered if his friend preferred men to women 
The man laughed and released Izzy. 


"Later. Perhaps. If you're good." 


The camera moved again, lowering and twisting to show the hand caressing and probing the pert ass and Izzy's 


very obvious hard on. 


A moan pierced the air and Axl realised that it was him. His hand stroked up and down his cock, thumb 
sweeping over the slick head. On the screen, the hand was removed from Izzy's ass, a groan of loss coming 
from just off screen. He watched as Izzy ground his cock against the wall, desperately trying to relieve 


himself. Axl found it a massive turn-on watching his friend being restrained and humiliated. 


There was a crack and Axl watched as a cane left a perfect red line across Izzy's buttocks. There was a cry, 
a cry of pain and pleasure and those perfect buttocks twitched. The atmosphere of the film had all changed. 
Before, Izzy had been in pain, real pain. Axl had heard him cry and scream like that before. But now his friend 
seemed to be enjoying it, enjoying the pain that was being inflicted on him. With every crack of the cane, Izzy 
arched him back and shoved his ass out as far as he could. The camera pulled back to show Izzy straining 
against his restraints, his head thrown back, mouth open. Little gasps and moans floated from the television 
each time the cane connected to his ass. 


Axl couldn't help himself and moaned along with Izzy. Leaning back, he struggled with his jeans, pushing them 
down. Easier access, he had to have easier access to his raging hard on. Pushing them around his ankles, he 
looked back at the TV. Izzy's ass was a mess of cutting red marks, raised and bleeding slightly. But it didn't 


seem to be bothering him as the cane cut into him again, making a satisfying noise as it connected with flesh. 


And then Izzy was slumping to the floor as he was released. He was on his hands and knees, forehead against 
the floor and breathing heavily. From the camera angle, Axl could see that the guitarist still had an erection 
He watched as Izzy knelt up and lowered his linked hands to his groin. His hands went to his cock and he began 
to furiously stroke himself, his head back, eyes closed and sweat beading on his forehead. He was moaning and 
mumbling incomprehensibly. Axl's own movements matched those on the screen, his own breathing heavy, 


hoping that he would be able to come with Izzy. 
"Come on Izz," he whispered, "come for me." 


But suddenly Izzy was pulled back to his feet as the torturer grabbed him by the hair. Axl groaned in 
disappointment. Izzy didn't seem to have noticed the vicious movement and was still furiously stroking himself. 
Axl watched as the camera tracked the movement of the torturer as he dragged the seemingly uncaring Izzy 
towards the padded saw horse. Axl's disappointment waned and a grin crossed his face. Izzy seemed to know 


what was coming and was desperately trying to get himself off. 


Instead, the torturer threw him against the saw horse, reaching round to uncouple the leather cuffs. Placing 
his knee in the small of Izzy's back, he forced the slender man across it. Quickly his wrists were secured to 


one side before the torturer moved around and strapped Izzy's ankles to the other legs. 


Axl couldn't help but admire the sight on the screen. Izzy, spread and restrained and desperately turned on. He 
watched as Izzy tried to rub himself against the wood, sweat soaking his skin, causing the blood to run and 


drip onto the stone floor. Axl's hand was still around his cock, horny and desperate to come. But he wanted to 
hold off, wanted to watch Izzy being violated He also wanted to know if Izzy would get the chance to reach 


orgasm. 


The camera moved away from the beautiful sight of Izzy's spread legs to the even better sight of him 
stretched over the horse, head hanging down. He was breathing heavily, the tiniest whisper of a smile on his 
lips. Axl watched as the torturer's strong hands grasped Izzy's bony hips. A second later Izzy cried out and 
tried to arch his back as the man thrust into him. No teasing, no lube, just one thrust and the man was deep 


inside Izzy. 


Axl grinned and rocked his hips, thrusting his cock into his fist. This was what he'd paid for. Pure, 
unadulterated pain and humiliation. It seemed even sweeter that it was his best friend being put through the 
pain. Feeling a tingle grow at the base of his cock, Axl slowed down. He wanted to see this through to its 


conclusion, wanted to see Izzy bloody, battered and tossed aside like a used tissue. 


The man's nails were digging into Izzy's flesh, scratching and wounding as he thrust into Izzy. As painful as it 
looked Izzy was moaning and trying to thrust back against the torturer. Suddenly Axl wished that it was him 
on the video, him torturing and fucking Izzy. As usual, he was thinking with his dick. Screw being homophobic, 


he wanted to be in that ass, wanted to see if Izzy moaned for him. 


A pained scream echoed from the television and Axl snapped out of his daydream to see the torturer rake his 
fingernails down Izzy's already wounded back. He watched, fascinated, as Izzy's brain changed it from pain to 
pleasure, turning the scream into a groan of pleasure. Again, his tried to thrust back onto the cock that was 
in him. But it seemed that the man wasn't playing. He seemed to be keeping his thrusts shallow, avoiding hitting 
Izzy's prostate. Axl watched Izzy twitch against the wood, frustrated, desperate to get off. 


Axl moaned, frustrated as well. He wanted to get off as much as Izzy. The torturer seemed to sense this and 


bent low over Izzy, a finger moving the hair away from Izzy's ear. 
"Calm down sexy," the voice was husky. "You'll get your chance." 


Woah Axl screwed his face up. That man changed from vicious to peaceful and back again quicker than Axl did. 
And that was impressive. He watched as the man grabbed a handful of brown hair and pulled Izzy's head up. 
With one last thrust, he let out a moan before letting go and pulling out. 


As quickly as it had started, it was over. Axl watched, a bit disappointed that the man had come so quickly. 
But he didn't stop the assault on his cock as he watched the battered and bloody Izzy dragged from the saw 
horse and dropped to the floor. Izzy crumpled like a rag doll, exhausted but, from what Axl could see, still 
extremely turned on. In a second, Izzy was back on his knees, attacking his aching erection with both hands. He 


didn't seem t notice when the man aimed a kick at his ribs, causing Izzy to fall and crumple into a ball. 


The camera moved, aimed over Izzy, its unblinking eye watching him desperately masturbate. He had brought 


his knees up, back arched, cock throbbing. He was groaning, obviously getting close. Axl's eyes never moved 


from the TV, his own pace matching Izzy's. He could see cum and blood seeping from Izzy's asshole. Rather 
than disgust him, it only turned him on more knowing that, at some point, Izzy had been violated. Again he felt 
the tingle begin to build in his balls, stronger than before. 


"Come on lzz, you can do it" 


Sweat dripped down Axl's face and into his eye. Absentmindedly he brushed it away, his mind still on the video 


and his cock. 


Suddenly, Izzy's whole body stiffened and he cried out. Cum sprayed all over him, landing on his chest, face and 


hair. 

At the exact same moment, the orgasm ripped through Axl, his body stiffening. Cum flowed across his thighs 
and hand, sticky and warm. He moaned, still stroking his throbbing cock He sat against the couch, dazed, the 
blood pounding in his skull. 


"| see you dug it up then" The voice was sardonic. 


Axl leaned back against the couch, looking up. Standing in the doorway was Izzy, arms folded across his chest. 
His face was blank 


"I've watched you for the last five minutes Axl," the expression never changed. "It turns you on does it, 


watching someone be beaten and humiliated?" 
Axl didn't move, choosing to stare at Izzy, staying silent. 


| knew you were sadistic Axl but | didn't think watching someone you know go through that would give you 


pleasure’ 

"But why Izzy? Why'd you do it?" Axl finally found his voice. 

Izzy shrugged, his mouth still set in a thin line. 

"We need to eat Axl. And seeing as you wouldn't get off your sweet ass, | went and did something’ 
"How much?" 

"$500 and the promise that | would be more discreet about my dealing” 

"Your drug dealing?" 


Izzy nodded. "That guy was one of my suppliers." 


"Are you gay |zz?" Axl had to ask 

Izzy just stared at him, expression never changing. 

"lll come out the day you come out Bil!" 

He threw a dirty towel at Axl. 

"Clean up. And if you ever tell anyone about that tape then I'll tell them that you get off on watching men" 
A little smirk and Izzy was gone, a ghost in the night. Axl looked down at the towel, dirty and greasy. Which 
was exactly how he felt at that moment. Being caught, especially by the very person in the film, wasn't a 


pleasant feeling. 


Wiping himself down, Axl took one last look at the television He reached out and ejected the tape from the 
VCR. He looked at it. 


"You can threaten me Jeff" he whispered to himself. "But they say the camera never lies." 
With one final smirk, Axl slid the tape back behind the couch. 


~~~The End 


